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Wy heart yearns
To unleash the fury of knowledge
upon his ears
And Wlking him
To give the verdict
And drag him
From the hind most to the front;
from sleep to getting up;
from faith to scrutiny*
It needs a little whip,
My book is my spear's edge,
a syllable to his memory
To deliver him and all of his
To unmake him
Such that he no longer
Is of laggard clay
And then shall I stand
Beside him of my blood
And make him mine
hi the nick of Time,
In tanglement.
In the sight of ail the Saivites!
Call it my act. not your lapse!
For you I would do much more.
Dh&tta: Let me finally, finally.—
Huttha: Tusk Here is a task fly arteries are warm Like the hooded snake That laces Shiva's neck. I shall touch him with gentle hands I shall have to, yes, I shall have to Initiate hiyn, perfect him In the way of salvation. Let me pass beyond.
(He goes out with a scroll into the adjoining chamber.)
Audience:
In the flush of succes
